MISFIT
Lambert
I am the man who bought a ticket to nowhere,
I am the refugee who never left his shores,
The persecuted one who never knew the lash,
The martyr who walked always unmolested,
Whose heart was his thong, whose self was his undoing.
The man who mistook the future, saw its glitter move
A day late always. The man of the main chance,
The cunning one, who wanted to go to Moscow,
But stopped by a cherry-tree, stayed,
Now mourns himself, most left, most lost, oh most
forsaken,
The sad sack of the war, who took his heart for countries,
Turned heart's hillocks to mountains too high for
climbing,
So remains, mourning the myth he made,
Caught in a grief grown false, grown cold with tears*